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Sleep is chased from such a rebel's now enthralled eyes, to make
them watchers of his own heart's sorrow. From true votaries,
nothing less than absolute devotion is required. They must
hold no discourse except it be of love. Absent from their lady,
they must let no single hour o'erslip without its ceremonial
sigh for her sake. The more such languishing fidelity appears
to be spurned, the more must it grow and fawn upon its recal-
citrant object. Apart from love, nothing in life has the least
significance:

banished from her,

Is self from self, a deadly banishment.

What light is light, if Sylvia be not seen?

What joy is joy, if Sylvia be not by?

Except I be by Sylvia in the night,

There is no music in the nightingale.

Unless I look on Sylvia in the day,

There is no day for me to look upon.

She is my essence, and I leave to be,

If I am not by her fair influence

Fostered, illumined, cherished, kept alive.

Such is the consecrated desoktion of the romantic lover: the
mediaeval sense of a world emptied of its content persists
through romantic poetry and is the undertone of the Renais-
sance sonneteers* woe. Bembo puts it not unlike Valentine in
the play:

Tu m'hai lasciato senza sole i giorni,

Le notte senza stelle, e grave e egro

Tutto questo, ond'io parlo, ond'io repiro:

La terra scossa, e'l cief turbato e negro;

Et pien di mille oltraggi e mille scorni

Me sembra ogni parte, quant'io miro.

Valor e cortesia si dipartiro

Nel tuo partire; el mondo infermo giacque;

Et virtu spense i suoi chiari lumi;

Et le fontane a i fiumi

Nega la vena aarica e 1'usate acquc:

Et gli augelletti abandonaro il canto,

Et Fherbe e i fior lasciar nude le piaggie,

Ne piu di fronde il bosco si consperse.